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All  the  above  Anthofs  Works,  with  every  New  Publication,  both  Englifh  anrl  Foreign  . 
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Chorus  after  Harveft. 
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Comvton.  Solo  MT  Bannifter. 


Chords. 


m y  t\ i :t  *  -\ 


fing  dance  8C  play  nor  perceive  the  Myth  ciay  is  departing  when  gliding  fo  fmoothly  away  we  fing  dance  V  play  nor  perceive  tlic  Myth 
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1. 

Swng  by  MT  Bannifter. 


F.  P.  F.  P. 


F.  P.  F.  P. 


A  fail  a  head,  onr  flocks  we  clear, 

Onr  Canvas  crowrl,  the  chafe  we  near. 

In  vain  the  Frenchman  flies, 

In  vain,  Kc. 

A  broadfide  ponr’d  thro’  Clonfls  of  fmoak, 

Onr  Captain  roars,  **My  Hearts  of  Oak, 

’Now  draw  and  hoard  your  prize,  # 

"Now  draw,  &c . 

For  Neptnne  qnits  his  watry  car, 

Depofed  b^r  Jove’s  decree; 

To  hail  the  freeborn  britifh  'Par, 

The  Sov reign  of  the  Sea. 


The  limped  Streams, of  noble  fource. 
That  miles  In  darknefs  flows 
Emerging  in  their  devions  ronrfe, 
TVanfhirent  Beauties  flew. 


Oer  golden  fands  they  gently  glide. 
Unruffled  with  a  Gale; 

Reflecting  heavn  with  fplendid  pride. 
As  rolling  through  the  Vale. 


Sung  by  MT  Wilfon 
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For  Corks  and  Dogs,  fee  *Sqnire  at  Home, 
'<’he  Prince  of  Country  Tonies, 

Return’d  from  Paris,  Spa, or  Rome, 

Our  *S<jiiires  a  nice  Adonis, 


With  his  'Pierce  and  Carte,  fa, fa. 
And  his  Cotillon  fo  fmart,ha!ha! 
He  charms  each  female  Heart,  oh  la! 
The  Pink  of  Maccaronies* 
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Sung  by  MT  Edwin. 
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When  Girls  like  you  pals  us, 
I  faddle  Pegafsus, 

And  ride  up  Parnafsus, 

To  Helicons  Stream: 

Even  that  is  a  puddle. 

Where  others  may  muddle; 

My  nofe  let  me  fuddle, 

In  Bowls  of  your  Cream. 
Old  .love  the  great  Hector, 

Of  Gods  the  Director, 

May  tipple  his  Nector, 

And  thunder  above; 

I’d  ouaff  off  a  full  Can 
As  Bacchus  or  Vulcan 
Or  Jove  the  old  Bull  can 
To  her  that  I  love  . 


Oh  Motes  • 

Oh  Motes, 

What  Poftes, 

And  Rofes , 

To  Notes  0 

Pifclotes , 

Your  breath  all  to  tweet* 

'lb  the  Tip 
Of  yon  Dip,* 

As  they  trip 
The  Bees  dip. 
Honey  fip, 

Mke  choice  Flip, 

And  their  Hybla  forget  . 


Compton. 


Allegro 
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ftmfhine  after  rain  Oh  how  fweetl/  pleafnres  tafted  n Chord  in  h/ Grief  or  pain  E  -  ver  jo/  Cornejo/  is 

----- 


fnufhine  after  rain  Oh  how  Cweett/  pleaArres  tafted  u Chord  in  b/  Grief  or  pain  E  - 


Hp|  PopnlornmJigghe^ 

■Jigg0  Popnlortnnhe^PopnlornmJigghe^ 

-fe-fe  #  f  — - — ..  . 

JiggoPopnlormn  he^r  Popnlorrnm  Jlgp  hey 

nf  V  Y  J  J 

frmfhine  after  rain  Oh  how 

-  ■  *■--  J 

fweetty  pleafnres  tafted  nfher'd 

in  b^r  Grief  or  pain  K  -  ver  joy  fome 

-y- 

ov  is 

V.  ...  *  —I 

— u=j-I  - 

wafted  Give  me  ftmfhine  af  -  -  ter  rain  Give  me  funfhine  af  -  -  terrain. 


wafted  Give  me  fnnfhine  af  -  tor  rain  Give  me  ftmfhino  af- ter  rain. 


End  of  the  1.  Act. 


So  ripe  for  fport  and  play, 

I  thought  the  Bufinefs  done; 
Bnt  when  I  feign  would  Kifs, 
Say’s  fhe  yotfre  making  Fnn. 


With  joke  and  langh  and  play. 
At  length  her  Heart  I  won; 
To  Chnrrh  we  went  that  Pay, 
At  Night  we  had  fome  Fun 


Sunp  by  Mrs  WeT>lje. 
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Such  Sail  or  <  I’ve  bad.  Sir,  bnt  olf  thej  might  hop 
1  want  one  that  can  bnftle  and  ftlr  In  i %y  Shop. 

3 

The  T  ad  in  my  K/e  is  the  Man  to  a y  wind. 

So  hand  To  mo,  To  young,  fo  polite,  and  fo  kind. 

With  fi.rh  a  good  Soul  to  the  Altar  I’d  pop. 

He’s  the  Man  that  can  bnftle  and  ftir  in  my  Shop. 


•  •  M 


Sung  b j  MT  Edwin. 


The  Monfe  and  ti  e  Frog. 


Can  I  decline 
A  N^rmph  divine? 

Her  voice  as  a  Flnte  is  dnlcis; 

Her  ocnlns  bright, 

,  Her  manus  white. 

And1  Toft,  when  I  tacto,  her  pnlfc  is. 
Cho.  Rorma  cornm,  8Cc  . 


Oh,  how  bella 
M/  Puella. 

i’ll  Kifs  fecnla  fecnlorrua: 

If  Ive  lnck.Sir, 

She’s  my  uxor, 

O  dies  benedictorxim. 

Cho.  Ronr.ii  coyrm. 


Sung  hy  M*1.5  Wells. 


Com  Bigs  are  bonny". 
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The  fair  was  over, night  was  come, 
The  lari  was  fomewhat  mellow; 
Sajs  he, my  dear, Ill  fee  yon  home 
I  thank’d  the  charming  Fellow. 


We  trndgri  along.the  Moonfhone  bright, 
Says  he,  my  fweeteft  Nello 
T II  Kifsyon  hene  by  this  good  light 
I.ord.what  a  (harming  Fellow! 


Pi  B 


This  Stanza  is  funR  to  the  Laft  Part 
of  the  Tone 


] 


Yott  rogne  fays  1  you’ve  ftoppd  my  breath 
Ye  Bells  ring  out  my  knello 
Again  Id  die  fo  fweet  a  death 
With  fur  h  a  (  harming  fellow 


Irifh  Thne . 


This  flower  one  morning  ear Ijr 
Upon  a  bed  rlirl  reft; 

I  long’d  to  pull  it  dearly. 

And  ftick  it  in  mv  breaft. 

To  be  fure  I  did  fo1,SCr. 
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A  Bird  thofe  vows  did  firft  engagp, 
Tho*  anxious  to  remain. 
Enamour'd  of  its  golden  Ca^e, 

You’d  now  let  loofe  again 

A  MM,  tfo. 


You  lull'd  me  in  a  chain  of  I.ove, 

A  gay  itlufive  fliew; 

And  when  the  fit b ft <tn<  e  I  wou’d  j^rove 
Yon  wake  me  inlo  woe. 

You  lull’d,  Sir. 


Sung  by  MT  Wood 


A!  lo  grotto 


\n<!  y>e.t<  o  iviihiu  iit  r  rlovc*, 

«.  Sv'.  . 

If’  Cnm'tant^’. 

Ottj  IM  r  I  r, 

As  all  m*  freight  is  Love  . 

if,  SCc. 


bir  Felix. 
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